CALL   NO   MAN  HAPPY

youth; my wife who had been ill for two years began to recover;
my enemies seemed disarmed; my charming and dearly-beloved
daughter was engaged; my sons were becoming fine ypung men;
my life seemed like one of those fairy stories in which a benevolent
magician lavishes his gifts upon the possessor of some talisman, but
I told myself with anxiety, as I watched the golden champagne froth
within my cup, that the Gods are jealous and that the hour had come
to cast into the waves the Ring of Polycrates.

There was one man I especially wanted to see after the election.
That was Alain. I knew he had often attacked the Academy in his
Comments. For my part I saw nothing but good in this institution,
which was one of the very few that had bridged the gap between the
French Monarchy and the regimes that followed the Revolution.
But I cared a great deal about my master's esteem and I wished to
know how he felt. He had retired some years before and had left
the Lycee Henri IV. For several winters he had continued giving
an open course at the College Sevigne and this I had attended,
happy to be a student once more, to sit at his feet and to listen to
those splendid, those unique lectures. I knew that later on the
rheumatism he had contracted in the damp dug-outs in 1914 had
paralysed him completely, like Bergson. Francois Porche, who had
gone to see him, had described him as *a lightning-stricken oak*.

I found him in a little house at Vesinet, watched over by a faithful
woman friend. His inability to move his limbs made him a child so
far as physical life was concerned. His immobility had resulted in an
increase of weight, and the contrast between Kis huge body and his
extreme feebleness was poignant. But his face and head remained
quite unaltered, and as soon as he spoke I recognized my master.

*Not only do I not blame you/ he said smiling, 'but if I hadn't
been so ill I should have written you after your election. I'm pleased
that you should have had this joy.

And he repeated an affectionate phrase he had used before:

*I know you well. You are a tender-hearted boy.*

But the 'boy* was now fifty-three.
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